Life and Letters

[It is a perfect night in] June,
[No breezes shake the] flowers,

[The golden radiance of the] moon
[Doth gild the slumbering] hours.

[I wait beneath your casement^} love,
[                                     ] bhie,

[                                             ] above,

[The moon, the rose, and] you,

and cannot fill up the gaps ?    I honestly do
not know what advice to give.